44           THE TALE OF  BEOWULF

Of the unliving one every whit eaten

To hands and feet even: then forth strode he

nigher,

And took hold with his hand upon him the high-
hearted.

The warrior a-resting; reach'd out to himwards
The fiend with his hand, gat fast on him rathely
With thought of all evil, and besat him his arm.
Then swiftly was finding the herdsman of foul

deeds                                                             750

That forsooth he had met not in Middle-garth

ever,

In the parts of the earth, in any man else
A hand-grip  more mighty;   then wax'd  he   of

mood
Heart-fearful, but none the more outward might

he;
Hence-eager his heart was to the darkness to hie

him,

And the devil-dray seek: not there was his service
E'en such as he found in his life-days before.
Then to heart laid the good one, the Hygelac's

kinsman,

His speech of the even-tide; uplong he stood
And  fast  with  him  grappled,   till bursted his

fingers.                                                           760

The eoten was out-fain, but on strode the earl.